THE WAY OF A MAID

clutch. So, by God's mercy, my fingers came to
a niche which I knew was above the water, for
I felt the air on my hand. This afforded me
handhold, and by dint of bending my arm,
I hauled myself Just far enough to clear the
fan above me and draw in one blessed breath,
before again giving way to the weight of the
head of water which held me down.
After resting a moment, I hauled myself
clear again, as much to take breath Us to see
what next I could do, but such was the welter
that I could see nothing at all and, after a
frantic moment, was forced to yield to the
pressure and sink back beneath the fan which,
like some merciless ceiling was holding me down.
I was now near as desperate as ever, for
to fight such a fight for more than another
few moments was not in any man's power,
and unless I could make some progress, I was
as good as dead.
I decided to take one more breath and then
make a great endeavour to find the niche- with
my right hand, instead of my left In that
way, when I was clear, I should have my face
to the fan, instead of my back, and if I could
only contrive to fling my left arm above it,
the water would hold me against it like a rag
which a stiff wind holds to a dothes-Hne
without any peg.
I did not at all like letting go iny niche,
for heaven only knew if in all the welter I
ever should find it again ; but if there wwe
other ways, J could not see them, and I tibmk
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